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Good Angels guard slice from the Soares annoy , 
Liueand begetahappy raceofKings.- 
Edwards unhappy fonnes do bid thee flourifh. 

Enter the ghofl of Qticene Anne hie wife. 
Richard, Thy wife that wretched Avne thy wife. 
That neuerflepc a quiet hourc withrhee. 

Now fils thy fleepc with perturbations, 

To morrow in the battailethinke one me, 

And fall thy edgclcfle fword, defpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet.foulc,(lecpethou aquietfleepe, 
Drcame of fucccife and happy victory. 

Thy aducifaries wife doth pray for thee. 

E titer the ghofl of Buckingham. 

The firft was I that lielpt thee to the Crowne, 

Thelafl was I that felt the tyrany, 

O in the battel! thinkc on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guilcincfle r 
Drcame on, drcame on, of bloudie deeds and death, 
Fainting dilpaire.difpairing yeeldthy breath. 

To Rich. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
But chearethy heart, and be thou not difinaid, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all hispride. 

K. Richard fiarted out of a drcame. 

K Rich. Giue me ancthrr horfe,bind vp my wounds : 
Haue mercy Iefu : fbfc I did but dreame. 

O coward confciencc,how doeft thouaffli#: me? 

T nc lights burnc blew, it is not dcade midnight: 

Cold featefull drops (land on my trembling flefh, 
What doe I fcare my felfe? theres none clfe by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is I am I, 

Is there a murtberer here. No. yes I am, 

Thenflie, what from my felfe?greac rcafon why, 
LeaftI reuenge.WhatPmyfelfe vponmy felfe; 

Alacke I louc my felfe, wherefore ?for any good 
That my felfe hath done vnto my felfe : 
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0 no : alas I rather hate my felfe. 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe : 
Iaroaviilaine,yet I lye, I am not. 

Foolc of thy feife fpeakc well.fooledoenoc flatter. 

My confidence hath a thoufand feuerall tongues, 
Andeuety tongue brings in a fetierall tale. 

And euery rale condemnes me for a villaine : 

Periury, in the hight ft degree, 

Murder, ftetne murder, in thedyreft degree. 

All feuerall finnes ,all vfde in each degree, 

Throng all to the barre, crying all, guiltie,guiltie, 

1 ili all difpaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And if I die, no fioule fihail pittie me : 

Add wherefore flaould they? fince that I my felfe. 

Find in my felfe.no pitty to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulcs of all that I haue murthered 
Came to my tent, and euery one did threat 
Tomorrcvvcs vengeance on the head of Richard 

Enter Ratc/ijfe. 

Rat My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is there ? 

Rat. M y Lord tis I.: the earely village copke, 

Haue tlirice done falutation to the mor nc. 

Your friends are vp, .and'buckle ootheir armour, 
Kwg.O Ratchfe,! haue dream’d a ftarefull dreamo 
' tsat tninkfF thou, will our ftiends prone all true ? 
Hat. No doubt my Lord, 

Jung. O Ratcltffe I fearc, I feare, 

Rat. Nay good my Lord be not affraid of fhadowes. 
u y Apoflle'TW.fhadovves to night 
Haue ftrooke more terrour to the foule of Richard, 

Arm-?" tnC r bft3nCC ° rtcn thoufa1 ^ fbuldiers 
Tn It “ Pr ° 0fc ^ nd led by fhallo vv Richmond. 

Vnder yttneereda y c °megoe with me, 

Vn erour KS n , th e & ewefe-dropper, 

heare ifany meaue to fhrinke from me. ' 

lords fV E ” terti,elor ds to Richmond. 
^.C.oodmoi.Q W Richmond, 
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